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The Worm Turns 


Inspired by a Stephen Donaldson short story entitled "The Conqueror Worm" and my own dislike for the ugly 
things... 


Disclaimer: This is entirely fictional - l'm sure that, in reality, Jimmy Page is much better at killing bugs than 
he's depicted as being here :-) 
DELES E EEEE IK 


"The Worm of Boleskine House" 


"I wish people wouldn't do things like that," Jimmy Page grumbled, letting himself and his wife Maddy in though 
the kitchen door. "It really could have been a nice evening, you know" He pushed back a sheaf of raven hair 


that had fallen over the right side of his face. They were returning from a party that hadn't gone well. 


"Just out of curiousity, what were the two of you talking about before her husband started making that big 
scene?" Maddy said. She was petite and slightly plump with a long mass of dark curls and huge dark eyes - a 


caterpillar in the process of becoming a butterfly. 


"Art. Like the things that hang over motel beds, only nicer," he replied, smiling wryly at her as he sat down at 
the kitchen table. "De Stijl in particular." 


"Is he the one who did those paintings that look a little like bathroom tiles?" She was putting the teakettle on. 
"That was Mondrian, luv," he said. "You know, it is entirely possible to have a simple conversation with someone 
of the opposite sex without wanting to get in his or her pants." He pulled off his shoes and socks, stretching 


his legs out in front of him. 


"You know that and | know that" She kissed his cheek. "I think he was just mad because she was having a good 


time and he wasn't." 
"He still didn't have to make such a bloody scene about it," Jimmy sighed irritably. 
Maddy rubbed his shoulders. "Don't worry about it. | think -- what was that?" 


"What was what?" He looked around at her. 


‘Over there. | thought | saw something move." She was looking toward the shadowy corner by the pantry door. 


"Was it a mouse?" 


| don't think so, luv. With three cats?" He looked in the direction she was looking for a moment, then back at 


her. "I can ask Howard to pick up some Have-A-Hearts tomorrow." 
"Have-A-Hearts?" 
"Traps, luv. They just catch, not kill" Maddy didn't like the thought of actually killing anything, even a mouse. 


"Okay," she said. "Sound like a good idea, even if we don't have mice. Have them on hand." The kettle whistled 
and she went to fetch it. "By the way, Jimmy? Who's Bauldelaire?" 


"A writer, luv. Why?" 


"That guy who was talking to me and Pamela just before - everything - kept rattling on and on about 
Bauldelaire," she said. 


"I think he wrote - luv, you were right. There is something over there--" Jimmy got apprehensively to his 


feet as Maddy looked around. 


"What is--" she broke off as a centipede scuttled up the wall, stopping about halfway to the ceiling, antennas 
twitching. It was almost a foot long. Its segmented body glistened slimily in the kitchen light, mandibles working 
hungrily. It had gotten into Boleskine House seeking refuge from the damp chill outside - and food. 


"Fuck--" Jimmy went very pale. "That thing is huge---" 


Maddy wasn't normally afraid of insects, but she recoiled against him. "Gods, Jimmy, d-don't let it get any 


closer--" 

Jimmy grabbed a broom and tried to swat it, but all he managed to do was knock it to the floor. It hissed and 
clacked at them, then rocketed out of the kitchen into the darkness of the house, its long, hairlike legs rippling. 
Jimmy let out a yell and jumped back, pulling Maddy with him. 

"My hero--" she deadpanned, both hands pressed to her heart. She peeked cautiously around the inside door. 
"Sorry, luv," Jimmy looked anxiously out the door as well. He was shaking a little. 


She turned around to kiss him softly on the mouth. "That's okay. We'll find it." 


"Before we go to bed, | hope," he said nervously. "I don't like the idea of that - thing - running around the 


house while we're asleep." He looked at her. "Can you die if one bites you?" 


"Probably only if you're really allergic or something. Otherwise | think its like getting stung by a bee," she said, 
going to take the kettle off the stove and switch off the burner. "Maybe we can find where it went." She was 


determined not to let a little - well, not so little - centipede scare her. 
"That's bad enough." He followed her cautiously out the door, armed with the broom. 
She turned on the hall light. "I don't see it" 


He followed her down the hall to the library. This was his space, dark, mysterious and slightly gothic, but not 
forbidding. If anything, it reminded Maddy of Jack Skellington's library in The Nightmare Before Christmas 
Shelves, a fireplace and a big leather couch lined three of the four walls, along with an old-fashioned library 
ladder, and a big oval cherry table graced the center. The fourth wall was windows, their curtains presently 
pulled against the gloom outside. She and Jimmy actually spent more time in here than in the living room, 
talking or perusing magickal books or simply snuggling on the sofa, drinking tea and watching whatever it was 
the weather happened to be doing. 


"If it went in here we'll never find it." She looked around. 


"We might," Jimmy said, walking in, carefully watching where he put his bare feet. "By the way, have you ever 


read Bauldelaire, luv?" 
"| never even heard of him until tonight," she admitted. "I'm assuming it's a he." 


"You'd probably find him rather interesting," Jimmy said. "You didn't read books like that in school?" 


She shook her head. "Our curriculum was heavily weighted toward Hawthorne and Hemingway. Hawthorne | liked; 
Hemingway | didn't. We also read a lot of Steinbeck stuff. Now he was just depressing. | don't know why we 
couldn't read any happy books. | guess happy endings aren't artistically correct" 


"Its like in the movies, luv. When the critics start talking about "moving drama" and "powerful performances," 


you know it's going to be a downer. Someone gets a disease and loses the farm." 
‘Or buys it," she added. 

"Or both." He stopped in the middle of the room, looking around. "You know, | -- " 
"Jimmy, look out!" 


He scrambled up on a chair with a startled yelp as the centipede charged at him, hissing and clacking. Maddy 
darted in to try to slam a heavy book down on it, but missed. Once again, it shot out the door and escaped. 


"Damn--" she said, looking annoyed and more than a little nervous. "I missed." 


"So close and yet so far," Jimmy observed wryly, climbing down from the chair. "And that wasn't going to do 


any good against him, luv." 
"What do you mean? It weighs a ton" 


"Ah yes, but you know what they say: sticks and stones will break your bones, but words can never hurt 


you," he grinned. 
"Sticks and --" She looked at the book she held, realizing it was a dictionary. "Very funny.” 
| thought so," he smirked. 


She rolled her eyes, then looked at the broom he still held. "I don't think that's going to do it, either. | think 


we're going to need an elephant gun, whatever that is." 
"IFs like a chicken cannon, except it fires elephants," Jimmy said, straight-faced, 
She looked at him. "Chicken cannon?" 


Its something the RAF uses. They shoot frozen chickens at jet windshields to see if they'll break," he said. 
"The windshields, not the chickens. If it passes the chicken cannon test, then they get out the elephant gun" 


She looked at him in skeptical amusement. "Okay. So, how do they get the elephants in the gun?" 


"They bait it with peanuts. If that fails, they use a mouse to scare them into it," he said, not missing a beat. 
"And if that fails, then they use a really big ramrod." 


She shook her head. "Jimmy?" 
"Yes luv?" 


"You're weird. You are aware of that, arent you?" 


He stuck his tongue out at her, then followed her out of the library. "If | were Ted Nugent, I'd track that thing 


down, kill it and make you a gorgeous mink stole out of it, luv." 

"If you were Ted Nugent, you'd track it down, kill it and then eat it raw," she said, making a face. 
"And then make you the stole," he said. "| wonder what one would taste like, anyway?" 

"A mink stole?" 

"No, the centipede." 

"Probably like a chicken shot out of a cannon," she deadpanned. 


"Probably it'd be like a lobster. You'd have to crack it open to get at the good stuff," he said. "Don't they have 


segments?" 


"Eww. Thanks for putting that image in my head." She was still armed with the dictionary. 


Jimmy kissed her cheek, then followed her into the living room. 


"We don't have to eat it. We could always keep it for a pet, you know," she suggested. "Housebreak it, teach it 


to walk on a leash, train it as a guard centipede. We could even name it Bauldelaire. Or De Stijl." 
"Now who's weird?" Jimmy smiled. 


"Hey, if people think our "Beware of Rooster" sign is funny, what would they say to - whats that?!" She 


scrambled back. 

"A leaf" Jimmy picked it up. "Probably from your bamboo plant.” 

"It does a great centipede impersonation," she said weakly. 

He put an arm around her waist, looking nervously around the room. "You know, | never really noticed how dark 


it is in this place at night--" They'd turned on the nearest light, but it had left them in a bright island 


surrounded by an ocean of darkness. 


"Maybe we should try to find it tomorrow?" She looked at him. 

"| dont want it coming in the bedroom while we're asleep, luv" He hugged her tighter, kissing her nose. 
"We can roll a towel up and stuff it under the door so it can't crawl in" she said 

"What if it's already in there? In the closet or something?" he said, looking nervous. 

“We'll look under the bed" she said 

on 


If the library was entirely Jimmy's, their shared bedroom was Maddy's space. Elegant sheer curtains appliquéd 
with butterflies graced the windows, the matching duvet and shams on two of the many pillows on the four- 
poster bed. Even the rug and the lampshades featured butterflies. Granted, the lace, flowers, winged insects 
and frills seemed a little out of place in Alestair Crowley's Scottish castle, but Jimmy didn't object in the least. 
He felt so profoundly comfortable here, amid the fluff and lace - next to the library, it was his favorite room 


in the house. 
"I hope we're not going to have to fumigate," he said, perched crossleqged on the bed. 


"When | was in college, our dorm was overrun with the freaking things," Maddy said. She was sitting on the 
bench of a mirrored antique vanity, taking out her earrings. "I remember one time | just happened to look up 
from a book and so help me, there was a humongous one going right up the wall. Not what you want to see at 
midnight" She shook her head. "My roommate looks up and says, "Oh my God, Maddy, kill it!" | was like, "Me? 
What's wrong with you killing it?" She pointed out that it was on my side of the room. | told her it also 
happened to be over her side of the dresser. That was about the only time either of those were an issue. 


Man, if ever I'd wished freshmen were allowed to be in co-ed dorms--" 
"So what happened?" He leaned on the footboard, smiling at her. 


"Well, | finally bombed it with bug spray from about ten feet away," she said. "That was the end of that 


centipede." 

"Ah, yes, but who disposed of the corpse afterwards?" he inquired, arching an eyebrow. 

"It fell back behind the built-in dresser," she said. "It wasn't an issue." 

‘It's always nice when that happens," he agreed, then sighed. "I can't get over that asshole at the party. Since 


when is talking about paintings flirting with someone? Luv, if | ever get like that with you, do me a favor, will 
you? Hit me. Repeatedly. Preferably with a frying pan." 


"| didn't know you were into that sort of thing," she said with a wicked smile. 

He laughed. "In my case, luv, sticks and stones may break my bones, but whips and chains excite me." He looked 
at her then, remembering something the lunkhead in question had said to his wife during the argument that 
had caused them to flee the party. "Maddy? Do you ever fantasize you're with someone else when we're 
making love?" 

"No," she said, answering truthfully. "| sometimes pretend we're somewhere else, though, stuff like that. But | 
never pretend you're some other guy. Just sometimes something you aren't." She went over to the bed, sitting 
down with him. 


"How do you mean?" He was honestly curious. 
y y 


"Well--" She looked shy. "Like you're the pharaoh and l'm your slave or I'm the girl you captured and tied to 
the mast of the pirate ship - stuff like that." She was blushing. 


He leaned over to kiss her. "We should try to act some of those out sometime." 
"Do you ever pretend I'm someone else?" She had to ask. 


"No. I've been guilty of pretending a couple of my former girlfriends were you, though," he said. "I almost called 


Lori Maddox by your name once." 
‘Qops--" she had to laugh at that. "OF course, you could have just pawned it off as her last name." 
"True--" He laughed sheepishly. 


"See? That's one of the things | like about you," she said, looking relieved. "| can actually talk to you. You have 


interesting things on your mind. Heck, you actually have a mind." 

"| wouldn't necessarily go so far as to say that, luv," he said, kissing her again. "|--" Something tickled his foot 
and he looked around, expecting to see an errant cat's tail. It was the centipede, probing the soft flesh for the 
best place to sink its pinchers into. He let out a startled yell, jerking his leg up to flip the insect off. It hit the 
ceiling with a thump and landed on the bed Angry now, it darted toward Maddy, mandibles clacking. 

"Shit!" She scrambled back. "How did that thing get in here?!" 


Jimmy grabbed a pillow and swatted the centipede off the bed, sending it into the wall. It hit the floor in a 
twisted heap but recovered, rippling under the door and away before either of them could get to it. 


"Okay, that is going beyond coincidence. It's stalking us--" Jimmy said shakily. 


"Did it have a camera? Maybe it's the paparazzi," Maddy said, looking warily at the door. 


| wouldn't be surprised, luv. Remember in Los Angeles when someone stole our video camera?" 

"Ooh, yeah." The camera had turned up, sans tape, in a nearby dumpster. The joke had been on whoever stole 
the tape, though. Rather than featuring the Pages' X-rated exploits, it had mostly featured Jimmy shooting 
footage of the LA streets - with the lens cap on She supposed, however, that whoever had stolen it could 
have made some money selling it to America’s Funniest Home Videos - or maybe Rock Stars Do The Dumbest 
Things. Not that Jimmy was dumb. Anything but. The fact that he wasn't only made it funnier. 

‘Come on, luv," he said, getting off the bed. "As they say on American TV, it's clobber time." 


~ Ke 


"Here bug. Here bug. Heeere, bugbugbug---" Jimmy, armed with a cricket bat, of all things, was tiptoeing down 
the hall several minutes later. 


"Do they sell traps for centipedes?" Maddy said, following behind armed with the broom and wishing for a gun. 
"Good question" Jimmy stopped to look at her. "I just thought of something. Do we have any bug spray?" 

"We might--" She headed for the bathroom, with Jimmy right behind. 

"If we do, it's in here---" She sat on her heels in front of the under-sink cabinet, opening the door and peering 
in. The light over the sink didn't do much of a job of illuminating the cabinet's contents. "Is this it?" She tried 
to hold the can up to the light. "I think---hey!" Jimmy had grabbed the can from her. 

"I think | saw it!" He darted out into the hall, taking aim at something in the shadows. "Eat Raid, bugsucker!" 
"Jimmy, that's my--" she poked her head around the door. "Bug sucker?" 

"Wait--" he said, realizing. "That's one of my socks." 

She grabbed the can from him. "And this is my deodorant." 

"Oh." He looked at the can, then at the sock, then at her. "Well, you've got one less sock to wash, luv." 


"I think not. Besides, dear, it's your turn to do laundry," she pointed out. 


"Oh." He looked around, then picked up the discarded cricket bat. "You know, it's kind of sad that the two of us 


can't seem to figure out a way to kill a bloody centipede." 


"They had been defeated by the smallest things that the Gods in their infinite wisdom had placed upon this 
Earth," Maddy deadpanned. 


"| wouldn't exactly call that fucker small" Jimmy said. He started back down the hall toward the stairs, 
cautiously looking around. She put the can down on the sink and followed By the time she caught up with him 
he was halfway down the huge staircase 

"Do you really think we'll be able to find it?" Her voice was honestly questioning rather than sarcastic. 

"It seems to be doing a bloody good job of finding us," he replied "Come on We'll start here. 

sys 

Forty-five minutes later, in the kitchen again, they were forced to admit defeat 

'Shit-—" Jimmy grumbled. "I don't want to go to bed with that - thing - running around here 

"| dont know what else we can do," Maddy said. "You want some hot chocolate?" 


"'d rather have a cold beer," he admitted. 


"We should have some in the--" She flinched instinctively as something landed on her head, reaching up to 


swat at it. 
"Don't move!" Jimmy leapt to his feet, knocking the chair over. 


"Jimmy--" She felt something moving, realized in that instant what it had to be. "Oh God, Jimmy, do 


something--" 


He looked around for something to swat it off her head with, but realized the only thing handy was the cricket 
bat. "Get off of her, you bastard! She's my wifel" He swatted at it with his right hand, sending it to the 


linoleum with a thud. 


"Get it!" Maddy grabbed the only thing she could - a frying pan - and slammed it down hard on the centipede 
just before it latched its pinchers into Jimmy's big toe. It hissed, thrashing and convulsing in its death throes. 
She slammed the pan down on it a couple more times before stepping back a little, breathing hard. Jimmy 


grabbed the discarded broom and whisked the dying insect out the back door, pulling it shut and locking it. 


"We're safe, luv." He took her in his arms. She clung to him, suddenly shaking. He held her tighter, nuzzling into 
her hair until she felt like looking up. 


"We got it, luv. Its dead," he said softly, then kissed her. It turned into a very long one. When their lips finally 


parted, she looked up at him with a wan smile. 


‘| love you," she whispered. 


He kissed her again. "I love you, too. Come on. Let's go to bed" 


